Find the Others. ° *" 


I am unusual — been that way since before birth. My arrival confused mom and dad; who being new on 
the job did not recognize what to do about those differences. So, they expressed them in a singular, yet 
odd way. Soon, other big persons branded me with labels; using opinions and names such as he is a 
congenital defect, slow, stupid, weird, retarded and much worse. Children then copied the big people. I 
formed new emotions related to those expressions of ‘stupid and retarded.’ Long before understanding 
words, I knew how those two felt — in a bitter and revolting way. Up until then, all was comfortable 
and right; I did not feel differently inside or out. Now I do and it hurts. Why? People continued to 
treat me as though I were a defective setback for them. Consequently, I internalized a new self—belief: 
shameful rejection for being whom and what I am, and it hurt, too. Why? I coped as an exiled actor, 
living within a prison facade, performing phony-charades imitating a deceptive and plastic world; 
playing in kind, different people-pleasing roles — so no one would discover — that I was stupid and 
retarded. Self-hatred drove me to ape, parrot and imitate ‘normal’ people; however, the deceptions 
fooled no one; and deep down did not fool me. Those people I courted for acceptance covertly and 
overtly mocked me as a retard and village-moron, which reinforced personal beliefs formed during 
childhood. Did you know the root word of belief is “be-lie?” Self—denial carried consequences, which 
spiraled into self-effacement from which I gleaned valuable lessons concerning self-acceptance and 
self-worth. Through these insights, I abandoned those beliefs projected by intolerant people, who 
branded me with their inner fears and judgments that none, could face in selves when looking through 
the mirror from within a phony world in which they live. Self-acceptance and self-love filled my inner, 
empty garden, which now drinks nourishment from those abandoned beliefs as a rose blooms out of 
barnyard manure. It is a private domain of unconditional self—acceptance, and from there, I reciprocally 
and lovingly seek the others like me. I have Autism—Asperger’s, which is a congenital condition; I am 
not defective — just different. If typical, normal people would simply learn understanding by accepting 
diversity and difference, their problem would vanish. 


